'I have come to ask you to do me a great service *
He stared at me suspiciously
'Don't be alarmed,' I said, quickly 'All I want you to
do is tell me your rccollcc tions'
He yawned and passed his hand over his face, but he
kept on watching me through his spic<id-out fingers
'What recollections?' he asked, slowly, picking his
teeth with his little finger
'Well, I'm writing a book about the Far East m 1918
to 1921 So, you see, I'm looking for people who wore out
there at the time and who might give me mfonnation
about it *
I paused  Stekhanov waited
'I learnt by chance that you wcic in Pans As I have
often come across youi name in the < out so ol my studies,
I said to myself that nobody could bo bottci placed than
yourself '
'What kind of book arc you writing >'
'I hardly know how to put it         A novel, more or
less'
'Not an historical book?'
'Oh no''
'What's this novel of yours all about?'
'I'm making up the chaiacteis *
'What do you mean?'
'They're imaginary people, I mean '
'Not men who really lived, eh?'
Tm trying to make thorn as life-like as possible* It's a
question of luck'
'I don't understand you *
'If you prefer to put it that way, it's a question of
talent'
'Oh, I see'
'I'm counting precisely on you to help me to be true to
life'
Either he misunderstood me, or he didn't believe me,
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